
I· am· bic

December 2017       Volume 1  Issue 9



Table of Contents

Editors Corner   2

Venue Profile  3

Meet the Host  4

Youth Voices  5 -6

Poetry This Month 7

Poetry Calendar 8

CharRon Smith, Editor

Rebecca Blanton, 

Production

Tony Williams, 

Contributor

Seneca Smith, 

Contributor

To submit work for 

consideration, please 

email

IambicZine@gmail. 

    com

Editor's 
Corner

I·am·bic
Volume 1  Issue 9
December 2017
P.O.Box 245316
Sacramento, CA 95824
IambicZine@gmail.com
ResWonderland.com/
Iambic

Happy Holidays 
Happy holidays, Poetheads. Welcome to the 
last Iambic of 2017. So, from one poet to 
another, this has been a busy year in the 
Sacramento poetry community. We have gained 
and lost a couple poetry venues this year(RIP 
Penny for your thoughts. Hopes for your 
return.). So, how do you feel about the 
holidays? Let me know on Facebook or send me 
an email. Let start a conversation.

What to Expect 
If you driven pass Old Soul Coffee in Oak park 
on Monday, you may have notice a group 
gather at an intersection. That intersection is a 
Poetry venue called The Intersection. The 
Intersection will be featured in Venue Profile. 
Then we will meet Keynote Poets founder 
Michael Ellis on Meet the Host section. 

Side Note
If you been keeping up with SeneStar’s story, 
then get ready to read how it all comes 
together. 

Also our guest poet, Tony Williams, has graced 
us with a poem. Check it out.

New Ideas are going to presented for 2018. So, 
happy holidays to all and keep supporting the 
poetry community. 



Intersection
Corner of 35th Street and Broadway

(near Old Soul at 40 Acres)
Sacramento, CA
Monday at 7PM

Dress for the outdoors!

Venue Profile

The Intersection (dubbed Wintersection this time a year) is 
an outdoor open mic aimed at bringing poetry, music, and 
performance to the streets of Oak Park.

The Intersection is on the corner near 35th & Broadway, 
Old Soul @ 40 Acres in the Oak Park district of 
Sacramento.  Located between Old Soul coffee and US 
Bank, the intersection is a gathering for poets, rappers, 
singers, musicians, and storytellers.  Cyphertype street 
show that brings a crowd for the performers. Founded by 
Andru Defeye(ZFG and Plugged host), the Intersection is 
running a winter session hosted by Alex Cuevas. It starts 
at 7pm every Monday. 

The editorial staff would like to 
wish you a Happy Hanukka, 

Merry Christmas, Happy 
Kwanza, Merry Festivus, and a 

Joyous New Year!!



Meet the Hosts

Have a poem you want to published? Do you have something to say 
about the Sacramento poetry scene? Are you promoting a poetry‐

centric event? Let Iambic help you! Send submissions and inquiries to 
IambicZine@gmail.com.

Michael Ellis or M.E. is the host and 
founder of Keynote Poets of 
Sacramento. He has been a 
published professionally since he 
was a teenager in several magazines 
and newspapers. He has written and 
published several poetry books. He 
founded Keynote poets to provide a 
support group for novice poets. He 
has even sponsored several chapters 
around the world. His passion for 
Poetry is clearly beyond the page. He 
teaches poetry in the prison.

He is also an avid supporter for 

homeless aid. He gives canned goods and clothes to local 
homeless residents in Sacramento. 

For more information on Michael, please check his interview on 
www.Reswonderland.com/Iambic 



Youth Voices
The Adventures in Cellularvilla

(PART 5)
Sene Star

As CharRon scoured the barren wasteland, looking for the source of the 
sound, he noticed a small group of zombies gathered around a tree." What 
are they up to?" he wondered. Climbing up the hill, to get a better glimpse 
at the crowd, he noticed a small figure standing in the mix. It was a girl, 
about the age of seven, seeming to be commanding the zombies into some 
secret plan. “ I wonder if she’s been up to all the mayhem that’s been 
happening? Well, won’t hurt to find out,” CharRon whispered. Ascending 
the rugged terrain, CharRon was almost down the hill when he fell. 
Falling, plunging down into the unknown, CharRon would be trapped, or 
would he? 

Meanwhile, Jim and his father were still trying to find a way out of the 
cave. “ Well, I give up, we’re going to die. There’s no hope for us, so, I’ll 
start will the things I been hiding from you. One, I may or may not of 
used your toothbrush, when you went to Chicken, Alaska,” his father said. 

“Dad! I should've never gone anywa..  We’re getting off of topic, now, let’s 
look harder. In every Indian Jones movie, there’s always some hidden 
hallway in the walls,” Jim said.

“Hah, you need to get out more,” Jim’s father said as he leaned on the 
wall, and the wall started to turn, revealing a secret passage. 

“See, now let’s get out of here,” Jim said, grabbing his father’s arm, and 
rushing out of the cave. When they reached the end of the passage, they 
came to a big sign that read, ‘You Won!’ “ 

We won what?” Jim questioned. 

Meanwhile, CharRon was following a path he’d found. As he traveled 
through the passage, he came to a door, and after it was opened he came 
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“I won what?” CharRon asked. Turning around to face the east, he saw 
the girl coming with an army of zombies on the horizon. 

“Where do you think your going, mister. Come join the party like your 
little friends!” the girl yelled. 

“Jim! Bill! How did you guys get captured?” CharRon asked. 

“Who is Jim, who is Bill? Get rid of intruder, kill, kill. Viruses, move 
out,” the army said. As CharRon rushed through the grounds of 
Cellularvilla, being chase by the Viruses, he came to what looked like 
a portal. Deciding that the only way to live was to abandon his friends, 
he took the leap.

“ CharRon! CharRon, wake up! Come on, we’re going to be late for our 
jog!” a voice yelled. 

“What? Where am I,” CharRon asked, as he started to wake up. 

“Don’t you remember, we were going to go for a jog,” Jim said. 

“How did you and your father escape the Viruses, didn’t they 
brainwash you? Nevermind, let’s go,” CharRon said. So, after falling 
into a world of strange, and abandoning his friends, CharRon, Jim, 
and his father have made it back to the real world. 

Until next adventure….. “Are you sure you don’t remember 
Cellularvilla?” 



Poetry This Month
“The Face Tattoo Theory Sutra”
Tony Wallin

I think every shy and socially awkward human being should get a face 
tattoo
it doesn’t have to be a tear drop or a mike Tyson half face in your face 
shape
it could be whatever, big or small, but significant
and meaningful, no matter what it is they will be bombarded by 
strangers
tapping of the shoulder from an unfamiliar face
to ask or guess, usually completely off and dead wrong
but it will make them the centerpiece of a conversation
they never wanted to be in or asked to be a part of
no longer can they slip
through the aisle ways of the shopping market
unnoticed like a slithering chameleon, hiding behind cereal boxes of 
coco puffs
or shielding their identity with pints of Ben and Jerry’s
the once bank account visits with an unknown teller
will be changed forever to being forced to explain the face art, for they 
will ask
and they will shed, eventually their socially afraid existence
and become thrusted into having face to face word exchanges and 
human contact
after some time when every nook and cranny in their hometown is no 
longer a safe place
to weave among camouflaged
they will finally rest in self, comfortable in the skin around those to 
who have skin
they will realize people aren’t scary and have tabula rasa
their face ink will show they too are simply human with a story to tell
they are interesting beings living on a weird planet during a strange 
time
and they too will be a part of the strange






